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PROLOGUE. 



.S, ' 






Written by bay id gaArjck^ eaq, and efioken by 
him in the character of a country boy, 

* - » 

Measter! Measter! 
I8 not my measterliere among you, pray ? 
Nay, «pieak— ray measter wrote this ftne new play-?— 
The a^toi'-folks are making, such a cktter I 
They want the pro-log— I know nought o' th* matter! 
He must be there among you— 4ook about — 
A weez^n, pale-facM man, do — ^find htm out- 
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Pray, measten come— or all wiH fall to dheame ; 
' Call mister—^old-^— I must not tell his name. 

Law \ what a crow4 is here I what noise ah4 pother ! 
• Fine lads and lasses J one o* top o* t'other ! 
t I could for. ever here with wonder geaze ! 
' I ne'er saw church so full in all my days ! 
T Your servant, surs !-^what do you laugh for ? eh ! 
I You donna take me sure for one 6' the' play K 
L "fou should. not flout an honest country lad— 
[ You think me tool, and I think you half mad : 
k You're all as strange as I, and stranger too, 

And, if you laugh at me. 111 laugh at you. (laughing) 

I donna^ like your London tricks, not 1, 

And, since you've rais'd my blood; I'll tell you why ? 

And, if you wuU, since now I am before ye. 

For want of pro-log, I'll relate my story, 
I came from country here to try my feate. 

And get a place among the rich and great ; 

But troth I'm sick o' th' journey I ha' ta'en, 

1 like it not — would I were whoara agaen ! j 

Firsts in the city I took up my station, J 
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I'll bax:k to whojime und country fare :igiiin. 

I left toad euter ; thru I serv'd ■ lurd. 
And tiiere tljej promia'd !— but ne'er kept their voiA, 
While 'niong the greut, ibis geaniing work the trade is, 
Thej r.und no more poor servants than the'r ladiet. 

A ludj next, who lik'd ». Btnurt ynung Ud, 
Hir'd me fortliwlth — but, troth I thnughl hertnad -- 
She turii'd the vorld tup down a.% I may say. 
She chung'd the day to nei-C, the neet to day ! 
I stood one day w^tli poach, and did but stoop 
Tu put llie fool -board down, and with her heap 
Slie cover'd me all over.— MAtrr nreyau, tatHf 
Here, ma'am, says I, fof heaveti's sake lei me OUl '. 
I was so sheam'd with all lier freakish ways. 
She wore her gear sii short, so low her Maya — 
Fine folks show all for nothing' n<]W-a-days ! 

Now I'm the poet's man — 1 find wjtli wits 
There's nothing sartaiii — nay, we eat by fits : 
Our meals, indeeii, are slender, — what of that f 
There are but three oil's — measter, I, and cat. 
Did you but see us all, as I'm a Mnner, 
You'd scarcely say, which of the three is thinner. 

Mv wages all depend on this night's piece. 
But sboiild you find thiit all our swans are geese * 
E' feck I'll trust no more to measler'a brain. 
But pack up all, and whistle whoame again. 
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BAKBAROSSA. 
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ACT I. 

I 

SGEKE I. 

enter othman and slavb. 



0th, A stranger, 6ay*st tliou ; that Hiquires o. 

Othman ? 
Slave. He does s and waits admittance. 
^ . OtA. bid hcteW * 

His name and quality ? 
Slave. That he detlin'd : 
fc But caird himself thy friend. 
F ** Oih.^ VVher^ didst thou see him ? 

'^ ^/flx;<?,Ev'n now, while twilight clos'd the 
day, I spied him 
Musing amid the ruins of yon tower 
That overhangs the flood. On my approach, 
vWith aspect stern, and words of import dark, 
He questio)ft'd me of Othmat>. Then the tear 
Stofe from his eye. But when I talk'd of powei 
*" And x:ourtly honours here conferr'd on thee. 
His frown grew darker : all I wish, he cried, 
Is to confer with him, and then to die." 

0th, What may this mean : conduct the stran* 
ger to me. [^exit alave 

Perhaps some worthy citizen, return'd 
From voluntary exile to Algiers, 
Once known in happier days. 
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BAROAROSSA. 

fitter AUDI, 
All, Saitl IirvL'! 
Mv hoiioui-'t) fritiiii: 

Suftl. Sutiil "IT— imlliitr mv riiiL Td:. ■ 

. ^*MWlwii»ntrBut, tliyiteh Tfwn with watii", d' -^ 



OiA. Forbear thy rash reproaches: for beneath 
This habit, which to thy mistaken eye 
Confirms my guilt, I wear a heart as true 
As Sadi's to my king, 

Sadi. Why then beneath 
This cursed roof, this black usurper's palace, 
Dar'st thou to draw infected air, and live 
The sla*e of insolence ! " why lick the dust 
Beneath his feet, who laid Algiers in ruin i 
But age, which should have taught thee honest 



Has taught thee treachery 1 

" Oih. Mistaken man ! 
Co'.ild passion prompt me to licentious speech 
Like thine — ^ — I power 

" Sadi. Peace, false one ! peace I the slave to 
Still wears a pliant tongue." O, shame to dwell 
With murder, lust, and rapine ! did he not 
Come ffom the depths of Barca's solitude, 
Witli fair pretence of faith and firm alliance ? 
Dili nut our (jrateful king, with o[jen arms, 
Receive him as his guest f O, fatal hour! 
Did he not then, with hot, adult'rous, eye. 
Gaze on the <|ueen Zaphira i yes, 'twas lust, 
Lust gave th' infernal whisper to his soul, 
And i)a le him mjrUor, if he would enjoy ! 
" O compiicLited horr-ors ! hell-Sorn treach'ry ! 
Then fell our country, when good Selim died 1" 



Act-I] BARBAROS§A. 7 

Vet thou, pernicious traitor^ unabash'd 
Canst wear the murd'rer's badge; 

OM. Mistaken man L 
** Yet hear tpe, Sad i ■ ' 

« Sadi, What can dishonour ple^ ? 

« OfA. Yet blame .not pinidence, [knave ! 

^^ Sadi. Prudence! the stale pretence of e^v'ry 
The traitor's ready mask !" 

O/A. Yet stiH I love thee ; . 
Still unprpvok'd bjr thy intemperate zeal. 
Could passion prompt me to licentious speech; 
Bethink thee !^— might I not reproach thy flight 
With the foul names of fear and perfidy ? 
Did'st thou iiot fly when Barbafo^sa's siyord 
Reek'd with the blood of thy brave countrymen ? 
What then did 1 ?'— l^eneath this hated roof, 
la pity to my widow'd. qUeen , 

Sadi, In pity ? . . j^me. 

0th. Yes, Sadi 1 heaven is witness, pity sway'd 

" Sadi. Words, words 1 dissimulation all, and 
gjuilt! * . 

" Or A." with honest guile I did enrol my name 
In the black list of Barbarossa's friends : 
In hope^ that, some propitious hour might rise, 
When heaven would dash the murd'rer from 

his throne, 
And giv^young Selim to hisorphan'd people* 

Sadf. Indeed ! canst thou be true ? 

0th. By heaven, I am. 

Sadi. Why then dissemble thus ? 

0th. Have I not told thee ? 
I held it vain to 3tem the tyrant's power 
By the weak efforts of an ill-tim'd rage. 

Sadi. <' Enough :" I find thee honest : and with 
pride 



IL-'ci kill^, 

J'ive guiltless wretches perish'd on the rack. 
" Our long-iov'd friends, and bravest cittzena, 
Self-banish'd to the desert, moum in exile : 
While the fell tyrant lords it o'er a crew 
Of abject sycophants, the needy tools 
Of power usurp'd, and a degenerate train 
Of slaves in anus." 

Sadi. O, my devoted country ! [her. 

But say, the widow'd <[ueen — my heart bleeds for 

Oih. If pain be life, she lives ; " but in sach 

As want and slavery mig-ht view with pity. 
And bless their happier lot!" hemin'd round 

by terrors, 
Within this cruel palace, once the seat 
Of ev'ry joy, through seven long tedious years, 
She mourns her murder'd lord, her exil'd son, 
Her people fall'n : the murd'rer of her lord. 
Returning now from conquest o'er thfe Moors, 



Tempts her to marriage ; "spurr'd at o 



lui , 

And black ambition." But with noble finnn 
Surpassing female, she rejects his vows, 
Scorning the horrid union. Meantime he, 
With ceaseless hate, pursues her exil'd son 
" And — O, detested monster I (iiieejia) 
» Sadi. Yet more deeds 
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Act 13 BARBAROSSA, 9 

Of cruelty ! just beaven ! 

" Oth. His rage pursues" 
The virtuous youth, e'en into foreiga dime*. 
£re this, perha.p3,he bleeds. A murd'riag niffiaa 
1b sent to watch his steps, and p]ung« the dagger 
Into bis 'guiltless breut. 

Sadi. Is this thy faith ! 
Tamely to witness ta such deeds of horror! 
Give me thy poignard ! lead me to the tyrant. 
What though surrounding guards . l ■ 

Oth. Kepi^ss thy rage. 
Thou ^rilt alarm the palace, wilt involve 
Thyself, thy friend, in ruin. Haata thee hence ; 
Haste to the remnant of our loyal friends. 
And let maturer councils rule thy zeal. 

Sadi. ' Vet let us -ne'er foi^t our priqce's 
wrongs. 
Hemember, Othman, and let vengeance rise, 
How in the panvs of deati), and in his gore 
Welfring:, ^^ (otind our prince ! ** the deadlf 

dagger 
Deep in his heart was fiz'd !" HU royal blood, 
The life-blood of his people, o'er the bath 
Ran purple ! Oh, remember 1 and revenge ! 
■J OiA. Doubt not my /eal. But haste, and seek 

I our friends ( 

\ Kear to the western port Almaszor dwells, 

Yet unseduc'd by Barbarossa's power. 
{ He will disclose to thee if aught be heard 
j OCSelim's safety, or, what more ^ dread, 
I Of Selim's death. Thencebeatmay our resolves 
1 Be drawn hereafter. But let caution guide thee, 
I " For in these walks, where tyranny and guUt 
Usurp the throne, wakeful suspicion dwells ; 
Aftd squint-ey'd jealousy. Drone to Der?ert 




—these warlike sounds proclaim tli' 
approach 
Of the proud Barbarossa, with his train. 

Sadi. May dire disease and pestilence 
Hango'er his steps!— farewell— i-einembePiOlh- 

Thy queen's, thy prince's, and thy country's 

wrong. C'"'*'' 

OiA, When I forget them, be contempt my to t.1 
Yet, i'or the love I bear them, I must wrap 
My deep resentments in the specious guise 
Of smiles and fair deportment. 

enler barbarossa, guards, i?r. 

Bar. Valiant Othman, 
Are these vile slaves impal'd ? 

Oi/t, My lord, they arc. fthem ? 

Bar. Did not Che rack extort confession fi'om 

Och. They died obdurate : while the melting 
crowd 
Wept at their groans and anguish. 

Bar. Curse on their womanish hearts I "what, 
pity slaves, [ture ? 

Whom my supreme decree condemn'd to tor- 
Are ye nut all my slaves, to whom my nod 
6ives life or death f 
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Act I] BARBAROSSA, IT 

" Oth. To doubt thy will is treason* ., [sits 
" J?ar. I love thee, faithful Othmati :" but why 
That sadness on thy brow ? ** for oft I find thee 
Musing and sad ;^' while jqy for my return, 
My sword victorious, and the Moors o'erthrown, 
Resounds through ah my palace*. 

Oth, Mighty warrior ! 
The soul, intent on offices of love, 
Will oft neglect or scorn the weaker proof - 
Which smiles or speech can give. 

Bar, Well; be it so. 
To guard Algiers from, anarchy's misrule, 
I sway the regal sceptre. " Who deserves,. 
Shall ineet protection ; and w:ho merits not. 
Shall meet my wrath in. thunder." But 'tis 

strange. 
That when with open arms I would receive 
Young Selim, would restore th/& crown, whiph 

death . X^f » 

Reft from his father^s h^ad — he scorns my boun- 
" Shuns me v^ith sullen and obdurate hate,'* 
And proudly kindles war in foreign climes. 
Against my power who sav'd his bleeding coun- 
try. 
^< Oth, 'Tis strange indeed " 

enter alabin. 

Ma, Brave prince, I hring thee tidings 
Of high concernment to Algiers and thee. 
Young Selim is no more. 

Oth. Selim no more ! " indeed !" 

Bar. " Indeed"— why that astonishment ? 
He was our bitterest foe. 

Oth, So perish all thy causeless enemies ! 

Bar, "What says the rumour?" 
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BARBAROSSA 
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Iltiw (U<](| Ok \iri\ttc. anil » lieiv - 

.W'- 'I'lm i-iimour icll*, 
Thm nvirijf m Oi'mi In- ilirrc 'wkrM siiccour:, 
f'd.ni ri'C'iififtiiJ iif Sp ji'i t' In* adc Algiers, 

Jhr Vvm ^■hri'.iiaii •Hir^- 

^"i AWthctf hptilciniuattwlita ihB hauglii 



a dark encounter with t 
Wherein the one fell by his youthful arm, 
Selim at length was slain. 

Bar. Ungrateful boy ! 
Oft have 1 courted him to meet my kindness; 
But still in vain : he shunn'd me like a pestilence. 
Nor could I e'er behold him, since the down 
Cover'd his manly cheek. How many years 
Number'dhe? [died, 

Otk. I think scarce thirteen when his father 
And now, some twenty. 

Bar. Othman, now for proof 
Of undissembled service. Well I know, 
Thy long experienc'd faith hath plac'd thee high 
In the queen's con6dence : " the ci-own 1 wear 
Yet totters on my bead, till marriage rites 
Have made her mine." Othman, she must be won. 
Plead thou my cause of love: " bid her dry up 
Her fruitless tears ; paint forth her long delays. 
Wake all thy eloquence :" make her but mine, 
And such "unsought" reward shall crown thy 

As shall out-soar thy wishes. 

0th. Mighty king, 
Where duty bids, I go. 

£aT. Then haste tliee, Othman, 
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Actl] BARBAROSSA. 13 

Ere yet the rumour of her son's decease [^tale 
Hath reach'd her ear j " ere yet the mournful 
Hath whelm 'd her in a ?iew abyss of woe, 
And quench'd aU soft affection, save for him," 
Tell .her I come borne on the wings of love I — 
Haste-t-fly — 1 follow thee. ' \_e;x:it 0th. i 

Now, AJadin, | 

Now fortune bears us to the wish*d for porjt ; i 

*' We ride secure on her roost proSp'rous billow." ' 

This was the rock I dreaded. Dost not think 
Th* attempt was^ greatly daring \ 

Ala, Bold as needful. 
What booted it to cut the old serpent off. 
While the young adder nested in his place ? 
Bar, True : " We have conquer'd now." Al- 
giers is mine 
Without, a rival. "Thus great souls aspire, 
And boldly snatch at crowns, beyond the reaph 
Of coward conscience," Yet I wonder muchy 
Omar returns not: Omar,; whom I sent 
On this Jiigh trust. I fear, 'tis he has fall'ii, 
Did'st thou not say two slaves encounter'd Selim? 
Ala, ' Ay, two ; His rumour'd. so. 
Bar, And that one fell ? 
Ala. " Even so :" by Selim's hand ; while his 
companion 
Planted his happier steel in Selim's heart. 
Bar. Omar, I fear, is fallen. From my right 
hand 
I gave my signet to the trusty slave : 
And bade him send it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim's death, if sickness or captivity^ 
Or wayward fate should thwart his quick return, 
Ala, The rumour yet is young ; perhaps fore- . 
runs 
I B 
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.ila. It is indued a lliouKJii 
Which prudence whispers. 

" Bar. Thou, brave Aladin, 
Hast been the Jirm companion of my deeds 
Soon shall my friendship's warmth reward thv 

faith." 
This night my will devotes to feast and joy, 
For conquest o'er the Moor. Hence, Aladin ; 
And see the night-watch close the palace round- 
[exit Aladin 
Now to the queen. My heart expands with hope^ 
Let high ambition flourish : in Selim's blood 
Its root is struck : from this the rising stem 
Proudly shall branch o'er Afric's continent, i 
And stretch from shore to shore. My wayward 
daughter, I 



" What, drown'd in tears?" still with thy follv 

thwart [spring 

Each purpose of my souF ? when pleasures 

Beneath our feet, thou spum'st the ppoffer'i! 

To dwell with sorrow. Why these sullen tears i 
Irene. " Let not these tears offend my father'; 

They ai'e the tears of pity. From the qneni 



Act I] BARBAROSSA. 15 

I come^ thy suppliant. 

Bar. " On some rude request.** 
What would'st thou urge ? 

Irene. Thy dread return from war, 
And profFer'd loye, have opei^'d ev'ry wound 
The soft and lenient hand of time had clos'd. 
If ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 
** Now let it melt4" urge not thy " harsh*' com- 
mand 
To see her I her distracted' soul is bent 
To m^um in solitude. She asks no more. 

Bar. She mocks my love. How many tedious 
. years 
Have I endur'd her coyness ! had not war, 
And great ambition*, call'd me from Algiers, 
Ere this pay power had reap'd what she denies. 
But there's a cause which touches on my peace. 
And bids me brook no more her false delays. 

Irene. Qh, frown not thus I " sure pity ne'er 
deserv'd 
A parent's frown !" but look more kindly on me. 
Let thy consenting pity mix with mine, * 
And heal the woes of weeping majesty ! 
Unhappy queen I 

Bar. What means that gushing tear I 

Irene, Oh, never shall Irene taste of peace 
While poor Zaphira mourns ! 

Bar. Is this my child ? 
Perverse and stubborn — as thou lov'st thy peace. 
Dry up thy tears. What ! damp the general 
triumph [pierce 

That echoes through Algiers ! which now shall 
The vaulted heaven as soon as fame shall spread 
Young Selim's deatli, my empire's bitt'rest foe, 

Irene, O, generous Selim ! (weefis) 



* -.• 



•^ 





T', MlUVtlOSSA. LBl-n«. 


^H 


!>thu: 


^^H 


iT,Mlmft; 


^H 


ut<i<» > a<tt ilicator, 


Lm 


^.^ 


I'or Ik- isgr 


nc ; unci ili'Ciids ihy Imte no more ! 



My lather knows that scarce five moons are past 
Since the Moors seiz'd, and sold me at Oi^m ; 
A hopeless captive in a foreign clime ! 

Bar. Too well 1 know, and rue the fatal day. 
But what of this ? 

Irfne. " Why should I tell, what horrors 
Did then beset my soul >." oft have I told thee, 
How midst the throng, a youth appear'd : his eye 
Bright aa the morning star! 

Bar. And was it Selim '. 
Did he redeem thee r 

Irene. With unsparing hand 
He paid th' allotted ransom : " and o'erbade 
Av'rice and appetite." At his feet I wept, 
Dissolv'd in tears of gratitude and joy. 
But when I told my quality and birth. 
He started at the name of Barbarossa ; [mild, 
"And thrice turn'd pale." Yet, with recovery 
Go to Algiers, he cried — protect my mothei' — ' 
And be to her, what Selini is to thee. 
E'en such, my father, was the gen'rous youth, 
Who, by the hands of bloody, bloody men, 
Lies number'd with the dead. 

Bar. Amazement chills me! fme! 

Was this thy unknown friend conceal'd from 
FalsCf faithless child ! 
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Act I] BARBAROSSA. \7 

Irene. Could griititude do less ! [me 

He said thy wrath pursued huh ; thence conjur'd 
Not to reveal his name: 

Bar. Thou treacherous maid I 
To stoop to freedom from thy father's foe ! 

Irene. Alas, my father I 
He never was thy foe. 

£ar. What t plead for Selim ! 
" Away. He mi^rited the death he found V* 
O, coward ! traitress to thy father's glory | 
Thou should'st have liv'd 2t slavey— been sold to 

shame, 
Been batiish'd to the depth of howti^g desarts, 
B^en alight but what thou art, rather than blot 
A father's honour by a deed so vile j — 
Hence, from my sight. H^nce, thou unthank- 
ful child ! 
Beware thee s ahun the queen : nor taint her ear 
WithSelim's fate. Yes, she shall crownmy love ; 
Or, by our prophet, she shall dread my power. 

\^exit 
Irene. Unhappy qiieen ! 
To what new scene of horrors art thoij doom'd I 
** O, cruel father 1 hapless child I whom pity 
Compels to call him cruel I generous Selim ! > 
Poor injur'd queen !" she but entreats to die 
In her dear father's tents ! thither, good queen, 
My care shall speed thee, while suspicion sleeps. 
What though my frowning father pours his rage 
On my defenceless head ? yet innocence [tue 
Shall shield her firm support; and conscious vir- 
Gild all my days. Could I but save Zaphira, 
Let the storm beat, I'll weep and pray ; till she, 
Bereft of her lov'd lord, of every joy bereft, 
And heaven forget my father e'er was cruel. [^exU 

b2 
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Stidifitlieu my fainiing soul, which fain wo' 
To coiitidfnce in thee I — but ivoes on woes 
O'cnvhelm me 1 first my husband 1 now my soi 
Botli di.'8d,boihslaughter'il by Lhe bloody " 
or Barb&ro3sa! "sweet content, fareivell 
Farewell, sweet hope ! giiefis my portion hen 
O. dire ambition ! whai iiirernal power 
I'nihain'd thee from thy native depth of hell 
To stalk the earth with thy desinitttve U-ua, 
Murder and lust '. to waste (tume&iic 
And ev'ry heart-fell joy 1" 



O. faithful Oihman ! 

Our fears were true '. my Selim is no mort I 

Oi/i. Has then ihe fdtal sccitc reach'd ihi 
ear? 
Inhucnkn tyrant ! 

Zaflb. Strike liim, heaveti, with thunderl 
Nor kt Zaphira doubt tbv providence. 

O.A. Tn as wh^t we fiar'd, Oppost not ba 
en's bs^-h will. 
N.irsiru^le wiifi the ten-fold chain of f»W, 
That liklu tbei- to thy wots ! Oh, rather ywh 
Ami *^ the hnppifr hoar when innocence 
ShillwrFrinociure- Rest in that pleasing hop 



Act II] BARBAROSSA. 19 

And yield thyself to heaven. My honoured qtieen.^ 
The fcing^' '■■■ 

Zafih, Whom ^tile^t thou king ? 

0th. « 'TU" Barb?,ro^sa < 

** He'^m^BS to sec thee. 

Zafih. " Curses blast" the tyrant ? 
Does he assume the name of king ? 
^Otk. He does. 

Z^K O title vilely pU3*ch&a'd ! by the blood 
Of innoce^ice! by treachery a^dmui*der J 
May heaven incensM poictr down his vengeaiice 

on him» '. 
Blast all his joys hKd turn theni into horror, ' 
Till freniy> rise and bid him curse the hour, 
That gave Ihis crimes their birth ! my faithful 

Othman,'^ 
My sole surviving prop ! canst thou devise 
No secret means by ^ which I may escape 
The hated palace ! with undaunted step 
I'd roam the wasteyto reach my father^s vales 
Of de^r Mutija !— can no means be found, 
To fly these black'ning horrors that, surround 

nie ? ' [hate. 

Oth, That hope is vain ! the tyrant knows thy 

Hence, day anci itight, his ^ watchful" guards 

environ thee 
Impenetrable as walls of adamant. 
Curb then thy mighty griefs : justice and truth 
He mocks as shadows. ^ Rouse not then his 

anger ; 
Let soft persuasion and mild eloquence 
Redeem that liberty, which stem rebuke 
Would rob thee of for ever. 

Zafih. Cruel task ! 
For royalty to bow,"— an injur'd queen 
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I'll pour my curses on him ! 

Oih. Will Zaphira 
Thus meanly sink in woman's fruitless rage, 
When she should wake revenge ? 

Zapk. Revenge !— O tell me — 
Tell me but how '. what can a helpless woman ' 

Oih. Gain but the tyrant's leave, and reach thy 
father : 
Poup thy complaints before him; let thy wrongs 
Kindle his indignation, to pursue 
This vile usurper, till unceasing war 
Blast his ill-gotten power. 

Zafih. Ah ! — say'st thou, Othman ? (rixing) 

Thy words have shot like lightning throug^h my 

frame ; i 

And all my soul's on fire 1— thou faithful friend; 

Yes; with more gentle speech I'll soothe hU 

Regain my fi-eedom ; reach my father's tents ; 
There paint my countless woes. His kindling 

rage 
Shall wake the vallies into honest vengeance : 
The sudden storm shall pour on fiarbarossa; 
And ev'ry glowing warrior steep his shaft 
In deadlier poison, to revenge my wrongs. 
Qth. There spoke the queen. But, as thou 
lov'st thy freedom, 
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Touch not on Selim-s death. Thy soal will kindle, 

An4 passion mount in Barnes that will consume 

thee. ; [death 

Zafth,.My mtirder'd son ! — yes to revenge thy 

I'll speak a language Which my heart disdains^ 

0$h. Peafce^ peace 1 the tyrant conres'i now, 

injured qiieen, 

Ptead for thy freedom, hope for just revenge, 

And check each* rising passion ! [ex4i, 

ehter barbarossa, ' 

Bar: Hail, sovereign fair I " thriee honouf'd 
queen r* in whOtti 
Beauty and majesty ccinspire to chattn ! 
Behold the conqueror, "whose deciding voice 
Can speak the fate of kingdoms,, at thy feet 
Lies vanquish M by thy power l" 

Zafih. O, Barbajpossa ! 
No more^the pride of conquest e'er can charm^ 
My widow'd heart ! with my departed lord 
My love lies buried I " I should meet thy flaine 
With sullen tear^ ahd cold indifference/' 
Then turn the« to soriiehappicrfair^ whose heart 
May crown thy growing love, with love sincere I 
For I have none t6 give ! 

. Bar, Love ne'er should die : 
'Tis- the soul's cordial : 'tis the fount of life ; 
Therefore should spring eternal in the breast. 
One object lost, another should succeed j 
And all our fife be love. 

Zafih, Urge me no more: thou might'st, 

with equal hope, 
Woo the cold marble weeping o*er a tomb 
To meet thy wishes ! but if g^n'rous love 
DMrellkithy breast^ vouchsafe^me proof sincere; 
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Give me safe convoy tp the native vales 

Of dear Mutija, where my father reigns, [quit 

Bar. O, blind to proffer'd bliss ! what, fondly 
This " lofty palace, and the envied'* pomp 
Of empire, for an Arab's " wand'ring" tent 1" 
Where the mock chieftain leads hia vagrant 

tribes 
From plain to plain, " as thirst or famine sways > 
Obscurely vain !'* and faintly shadows out 
The majesty of kings !— far other joys 
Here shall attend thy call : " the winged bark 
For thee shall traverse seas^; and ev'ry clime 
Be tributary to Zaphira's charms. 
To thee, exalted fair," submissive realms 
Shall how the neck ; and swarthy kings and 

• queens, 
From the far distant Niger and the Nile, . 
Drawn captive at my conquering chariot ivheelS| 
Shall kneel before thee. 

Zafih. Pomp and powel* ai*e toys, > 
Which ev'n the mind at case may well disdain; 
But, ah I wh^-t mockery is the tinsel pride 
Of splendour, when, "by wasting woes," the 

mind 
Lies desolate within ! — such,*such is mine ! 
0*erwhelm*d with ills, and dead to every joy ; 
Envy me not this last request, to die 
In my dear father's tents I 

Bar, Thy suit is vain — [thee. 

Zafih, Thus kneeling at thy feet — I do beseech 

Bar, Thou thankless fair ! 
Thus to repay the labours of my love ? 
Had I not seiz'd the throne when Selim died. 
Ere this, thy foes had laid Algiers in ruin : 
I check'd the warring powers, and gave you 
peace. 
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« Zafih,' Peace dost thou call it I what can 

worse be fear'd 

From thie war's rage, than violence and blood I 

Have not unceasing horrors mark'd thy reign : 

Through sev'n long years, thy slaughtering 

sword hath reek'd 
With guiltless blood. 

** Bar. With guiltless blood ?-— take heed— 
Rouze not my slumbering rage : nor vindicate 
Thy country's guilt and treason. [is guilt ; 

^^'Zafih. Where violence reigns, there innocence 
And virtiiie, treason.— Know, Zaphira scorns 
Thy menace— yes,—-thy slaughtering sword 
hath reeked [death 

With guiltless blood. Through thee exile and 
Have thinn'd Algiers. Is this thy boasted peace? 
So might the tyger boast the peace he brings, 
When he o'erleaps by stealth and wastes the fold. 
" Bar, Ungrateful queen ! I'll give thee proof 
of love, 
Beyond, thy sex's pride !" make thee but mine, 
I will, descend the throne, and call thy son 
From banishment to empire. 

Zafih, Oh, my heart ! 
Can I bear this ! — ^ 
Inhuman tyrant ! curses on thy head ! 
May dire remorse and anguish haunt thy throne, 
And gender in thy bosom fell despair ! 
Despair as deep as mine ! 

Bar, What means Zaphira ? 
What means this burst of grief ? 

Zaph. Thou fell destroyer ? [science 

Had not guilt steel'd thy heart, awak'ning con- 
Would flash conviction on thee ; and each look, 




Who tliwartsmypfacf. Btlieveitnol.Zaphir 
Thy Selim lives : nay more, he soon shall reig^. 
If thou consent to bless me. 

Zafih. Never! oh, never— sooner would I roam 
An unknown exile through the torrid climes 
Of Afric, sooner dwell with wolves and tygers. 
Than mount with thee my murder'd Selim's 
throne ! 
Bar. Rash queen, forbear ; think on thy cap- 
tive-state : 
Remember that within these palace-walls, 
I am omnipotent : " that every knee 
Bends at my dread approach i" that shame and 

honour, 
Reward and punishment, await my nod 
The vassals of my pleasure. — Yield thee then : 
Avert the g;ath'ring horrors that surround thee, 
And dread my power incens'd. 

Zafih. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute 



With that foul menace ! — tyrant ! dread'st thou 

Th' all-seeing eye of heav'n, its lifted thunder, 
Andalltheredd'ningveangeance which it stores 
For crimes like thine f yet know, Zaphira scorns 
thee. 
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Though ro^jb'd by thee of ev'ry dear support, 
IMo tyrant's threat can awe the freebom soul 
That greatly dares to die. ff^^ 

Bar. Where should she learn the tale of Se* 
lim'd death ! 
Oould Othman dare to tell it ? if he did, 
My rage shall sweep him, swifter than the whirl- 
wind, 
To instant death !— *^ Curse on her steadiness ! 
She lords it o'er my heart. These is a charm 
Of majesty in virtue, that disarms 
JReluctant power, and bends the struggling' will 
From her most firm reisolve." > 

enter aladin. . 

O, Aladin ! 

Timely thou com'st to ease my lab' ring thought. 
That swells with indignation and despair. 
This stubborn woman' 
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Aid. What, unconquer'd still ? [ear 

iBar, Thenews of Selim'sfate hath reach'd her 
Whence could this come ? 

' Ala, I can resolve this doubt. 
A female slave, attendant on Zaphira, 
Overheard the messenger who brought the tale, 
And gave it to her ear. 

Bar, Perdition seize her ! 
Nor threats can move, nor promise now allure 
Her haughty soul : nay, she defies my power : 
And talks of death, as if her female form 
Inshrin'd some hero's spirit. 

Ala, Let her rage foam. 
I bring thee tidings that will ease thy pain. 

Bar, Say'st thou ? — speak on — O give . me 
quick relief! — 

C 
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£ar. That speaks him true. Conduct him, 
Aladin. [ejf( Atadin 

This is beyond my hope. The secret pledge 
Restor'd, prevents suspicion of the deed, 
While it confirms it done, 
enter selim, diguiaed as jlchmet, and aladin. 

Selim. Hail, mighty Barbarossa ! as the 
pledge (j(-«fc/»~l 
Of Sclim's death, behold thy ring restor'd : 
That pledge will speak the rest. 

Bar. Rise, valiant youth ! 
But first, no more a slave, 1 give thee freedom. 
Thou art the youth whom Omar, now no more, 
Join'd his companion in the brave attempt ? 

Selim. I am. [lound ye 

Bar, Then tell me how you sped. Where 
That insolent ! 

Selim. We found him at Oran, 
Plotting deep mischief to thy throne and people. 

Bar. Well ye repaid the traitor. 

Selim. As we ought. 
Whilenight drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
Full at his heart brave Omar airo'd the poign- 
ard ; [hand, 

Which Selim shunning, wrench'd it from his 
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Xhen plunged it in his breast. I hasted on* 
Too late to save,, yet I rcveiig'd my friend : 
My thirsty dagger with repeated blows 
Searched every artery : they fell together, 
Oasping in folds of mortal enmity. 
And fhtw in frowns expir'd* 

Bar^ Well hiist thou Sped* 
Thy dagger did its oifice; faithful Achmet j 
And high reward shall wait thee. ,One thinjg 

more- 
Be the thought fortunate Ir-go, seek the queen , 
For know the rumour of her Selim's. death 
Hath reachM her.ear: hence dark Suspicions 

rise, ' . 

Cilaticing at.me. Go ; t^ her, that thou saw*st 
Her son expire; that with his dying rbreath. 
He did conjure her to receive my yows, i Wl 
And give hef country peace. " That^ sure, will 
Suspicion. Aladin, that sure will, win her. 
« Aia. Tis Wisely thought. It must.*' 

enter othman. 

Bat^ Most welcome, pthmani . - 
Behold this gallant stranger. He liath done 
The state good service. Let some high reward 
Await him, such as may o'erpay his zeal. 
Conduct him to the queen ^ for he has news 
Worthy her ear, from her departed son ; . 
Such as may win her love. Come, Aladin : 
The banquet waits our presence : festal joy 
Laughs in the mantling goblet ; and the night, 
lUumin'd by the taper's dazzling beam, 
Rivals departed day. [jxeunt Bar, and Ala, 

Selim, What anxious thought 
Rolls in thine eye, and heaves thy lab'ring breast ? 
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Mv dagger Uiirsls not l)ul for rrga! blood; 
Why this amazement ? 

OiA, Amazement? — no — 'tis well— 'tis as it 
should be-^ 
He was indeed a foe to Bar')arossa. [so ? 

Se/iin. And therefore to Algiers :■ — was it not 

Why dost tliou pause ! what passion shakes thy 

frame ! [semble t— 

0th. Fate, do thy worst ! I can no more dis- 
Can I unmov'd behold the murd'ring ruffian, 
Smear'd with my prince's blood 1 — go, tell the 

tyrant, 
Othmati defies his power ; that, tir'd with life, 
He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die, 

Se/im.~ What, did'st thou love this Selim ? 

Oih. All men !ov"d him; 
He was of such unmix'd and blameless quality, 
That envy at his praise stood mute, nor dar'd 
To sully his fair name '. — remorseless tyrant ! 

Sflim. I do commend thy faith. And since 
thou lov'st him, 
I'll whisper to thee, that with honest guile 
I have deceiv'd this,tyrHnt Barbarossat 
Seiim is yet alive. 

Olh. Alive ! 
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Selim. Nay^mppe— — 
Selim is in Algiers. 

Oth, Impossible ! 

Selim. Ma^, if thou doubt'st, I'll bring hk(| 
hither, straight.. 

Oth, Not for an empire ! * 

Thou Imght'st as well bring the devoted lamb 
Ifito thetyger's den. 

Selim. But I'll bring him 
Hid in such deep disgui^e^ as shall deride 
Suspicion) though she wear the lynx's eyes : 
Not even^ thyself <?ould'st know him. [awful 

Oth. Yes, sure : too ^ure : to hazard such an 
Trial \ 

Selim. Ytt seven revolving years, worn out 
In. tedious exile,.may have wroaght such change 
Of voice and feature in the state of youth 
As might elude thine eye. 

0/A. No time xan blot . 
The niem'ry of his sWeet majestic mien, 
The lustre of his eye ! besides, he wears 
A mark indelible, a beauteous scar, 
Made on his forehead by a furious pard, 
Which, rushing on his mother, l^elim slew. 

Selim, A scar 1 

Oth. Ay, on his forehead. 

Selim. vVliat, like this ? (lifting hi^ turban) 

Oth. Whom do I see 1— "-am I awake I— my 
prince! (kneels) 
My honour'd, honour'd, king ! 

Selim. Rise, faithful Othman. 
Thus let me thank thy truth ! (embraces him) 

Oth. O, happy hour ! 

Selim. Why dost thou * tremble thus ?•— why 
grasp my hand ^ 

o 2 
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Will prove thet! slain : " safe may'st thou see 

Algiers, 
Unknown to all." This said, th' assassin died. 
OtA. But how to gain admittance, thus un- 
known ? 
Selim, Disguis'd as Selitn'simirdererl come ; 
Th' accomplice of the deed : the ring restor'd, 
Gain'd credence to my words. 

Otk. Yet ere thou came thy death was ni- 

mour'd here. [hither; 

Selim. I spread'the flatt'riug tale, and sent it 

" Th.it biih'.iiiiig rumour, like a lying dream, 

Might make belief more easy." Tell me, Oth- 

And yet 1 tremble to appi-oach the them e 
How fares my mother '. does she still retain 
Her native greatness ? 

Oih. Still : in vain the tyrant [^threats 

Tempts her to man-iage, though with impious 
Of death or violation. 

Setim. May kind heaven ll 

Slreiigihen her virtue, and by me reward it? )' 
When shall 1 see her, Othraan ! 

Oih. Vet, my prince, 
tremble for thy presence. 
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Selim. Let not fear ^ 

Sully thy yirtiie ; 'tis the lot of guilt [fear ? 
To tremble. What hath innoceuGe to do with 
^ 0th, Yet thittk-- should Barbarossa— — 
« Selim, Dread him not— 
Thou know'st, by l\is cotoimand I see Zaphira ; 
And wrapt in this disguisre I walk secure, 
As if from heaven some guarding power attend- 
ing 
Threw ten-fold night around me,*' 

Oth, Still my heart 
Forebodes some dire event !-^0, quit these 
walls ! [rant 

Belim. Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry ly- 
Shall tremble when he hears; 

6th, What means my prince I f bloody, 

^lim. To ^ake just vengeance for a uither's 
A mother's sulF'rings, and a peoplc^s groans. 

Oth, Alas, my prince, thy single arm is weak 
To combat multitudes 1 

^lim. Therefore I come, [shines, 

Clad in this murderer^s guise — ere morning 
This, Othmanr-this— -shall drink the tyrant's 
blood.- («Aow« a dagger) 
Oth, Heaven shield thy ** precious*' lif&— let 
• caution rule. 
Thy " headlong" zeal ! 

Selim, Nay, think not that I come 
Blindly impell'd by fury or despair : 
For I have seen our friends, and parted now 
From Sadi and Almanzor. 
Oth, Say w hat hope ? 

My soul is all attention 

Selim, Mark me, then ; 
A chosen band of citizens this night 
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Tis ilreiidful what's the hour! 

Sf/im. I left our fHen-ls 

Ere the dead or night 
Brave Sadi will report their last resolves. 
Now lead mc to the queen, 

0/A. Brave prince, beware ! 
Herjoy'a or fear's excess, would sure be tray thee. 
Thou shall not see her, till the tyrant perish ! 

Sflim. 1 must. 1 feel some secret iinpube 
urge me. j^riew 

Who knows that 'tis not the last parting lllte^ 
We ever shall obtain ? 

Oih. Then, on thy life, 
Do not reveal thyself. Assume the name 
Of Selim's friend; sent to conGrm her virtue. 
And warn her that he lives. 

Selim. It shall be so ; I yield me to thy wiU. 

0(A. Thou greatly daring youth ! may angeh 
watch, 
And guard thy upright purpose ! that Algiers 
May reap the blessings of thy virtuous reign. 
And all thy godlike father shine in thee 1 

Seiim. Oh, thou hast rous'd a thought, on 

which revenge [here,— 

MoanU with redoubled fire !— yes, here, ev'n 

Beneath this very roof my honour'd father 

Shed round hU blessings, till accursed treach'ry 
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:»toIe on' his peaceful hour ! O, blessed, shade ! 
tf yet thou hover'sto'er thf ohce-Iov'd clime, 
Mo-w aid me to redress thy bleeding wrong^s ! 
Infuse thy mighty spirit into my breast, 
•* Thy firm an^ digfuntless fortitude, uiiaw^d 
By peril, pain, 6;^ death !" that undismayM 
I may pursue the just intent, and dare > 
Or bravely to revenge, or'bi^vely die, [exeum 



ACT IIL 

I. 

» 8CEKB X. 

enter itu&NE. 

Irene, Can air-drawn visions noock the wak- 
ing eye? [here— 
Sur6 'twas his im^ge I— ^* yet, his presence 
After full ruqfiour had cotifirinM him dead 1 
Beneath this hostile rdof to court destruction ! 
It stagger9 all belief ! silent he shot 
Athwart my view, amid the glimmering lamps^ 
With swift ^nd ghost-like step, that s^m'd to 

shun - 

All human converse." This way, sure he mov'd ; 
But, Oh, how chang'd ! he wears no gentle 

smiles. 
But terror in his frown. He comes.— *Tis he :— 
For Othman points him hither, and departs. 
Disguis'd, he seeks the queen : secure, perhaps, 
And heedless of the ruin that surrounds him. 
O, generous Selim 1 can I see thee thus ; 
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/rene. Blest is Irrne ! bks't if Selim lives 1 
Selim. Am I betray'd ! 
Irene. Belray'd to ' ~ ' 

Whose graierul hca 
save thee. 
Selim. It was my hope 

had veil'd all semblance of my youth, 
" And thrown the mask of manhood o'er my 

Am I then known ? 

Irene. To none, but love and me. 
To me, who late beheld thee at Oran ; 
Who saw thee here, beset with unseen peril. 
And flew to save the guardian of my honour. 

Selim. Thou sum of ev'ry worth ! thou heaven 

llow could I pour forth all my soul before thee, , 
In vows of endless truth ! — it must not be !— 
This is my destin'd goal ! — the mansion drear, 
Where grief and anguish dwell! where bifterl 

And sighs, and lamentations, choke the voice, 
And quench the flame of love '. 

Irene. Yet, virtuous prince, 
Though love be silent, gratitude may speak. 
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Hear then her voice, Mrhich warns thee from 

these wails; - 
Mine be the grateful task to tell the queen 
Her Selim lives;. Ruin an4 death inclose thfe/ 
O, speed thee hence, . while yet destructiott 
sleeps 1 ^ [Bart>arossa 

** Se4im, Too generous m|iid ; O heaven ! that 
Should be^ Irene's father, 

" ir^n^^ ' InjUr'd prince ! 
Lose not a thought on me. i know thy wrongs. 
And merit not thy love. No,'l0arii to hate me. 
Or, if Irene e'er can hope such kindness, 
First pity, then fdrget me. . . 

" Selim. yVhitn I do, £o^ me. 

May heaven pour dowii. its righteous vengeance 
<* /re»tf,/ Hence ! haste thee hence.*' 
Selini. WouWit were possible. 
Irene, What can prevent it ? 
Seiim, Justice ! fate and justice I 
A murdered father's w^rongs ! 

** Irene. Ah, prince, takeheed 1 / 
I have a father top ! [iriy father, 

«^ Selim, What did, I say ?— my father!— not 
Can I depart till I hav6 seen Zaphira ^'' . 

Irene, Justice, said'st thou ? 
That word has struck me, like a peal of thun- 
der I 
Thine eye, which, wont to, melt with gentle love. 
Now glares with terror 1 thy approach by 
night— [meanour, 

Thy dark disguise, thy looks and fierce de- 
Yes, all conspire to tell me I am lost ! 
Ah, prince, take heed I I have a father too I 
Think, Selim, what Irene must endure 
Should she be guilty of a father's blood ! 
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e who preserv'd me claims the second place, | 
" Sr/im. Is he not a tyrant, mui-derer ? 
" Irene. O spare my shame 1 I am his daugh- 
ter still ! 
" Selim. Woiild'st thou become the partner 
ofhis crimes? [father I'' 

" Irene. Forbid it, heaven I — yet 1 must save 3 
Selim, Come on then. Lead me to him. GlU! 

With Sclim's blood i 

Irene. Was e'er distress like mine ! I 

O Sellm, can I see my father perish ! 
" Would I had ne'er been horn ! -^weeft*) 

" Selim. Thou virtuous maid ! 
My heart bleeds for Ihee ! I 

" Irene." Quit, O quit these walls! j 

Heaven will ordain some gentler, happier means 
To heal thy woes ! thy dark attempt is big 
With horror and destruction ! generous prince '. 
Resign thy dreadful pui-pose, and depart! 

Selim. May not I see Zaphira ei-e I go ? 
Thy gentle pity will not, sure, deny us 
The mournful pleasure of a parting tear ? 

Irene. Go, then, and give her peace. But fly 

these walls, [pair 

As soon as morning shines :^-else, though dcs- 
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Drives me to madness : — yet to save a father ! 

O, Selim, spare my tongue the horrid sentence ! 

Fly i ere destruction seize thee I [^exii 

Selim. Death and ruin ! 

Must I then fly ? — what l*— coward-like betray 

My father, mother, friends I vain terrors, hence ! 
Danger looks big to Fear's deluded eye : 
But Courage, on the heights and steeps of fate, 
Dares snatch her glorious purpose from the edge 
Of peril : and while sick'ning Caution shrinks, 
Or self-b^tray^d? falls headlong down the steep ; 
Calnx Resolution, unappaird, can walk 
The giddy brink secure. Now to the qiieen. 
How shall I dare to meet her thus unknown ! 
How stifle the warm transports of my heart, 
That pants at her approach ! — who waits the 

queen ? 
Who waits Zaphira ? 

enter a female Slave, 

Slave, Whence this intrusion, stranger, at an 
hour 
Destin'd to rest ? 

Selim, I come, to seek the queen. 
On matter of such import, as may claim 
Her speedy audience. 

iilave. Thy request is vain ; 
E'en now the queen hath heard the mournful 
tale [lies. 

Of. her son's death, and drown'd in grief she 
Thou canst not see her. 

Selim. Tell the queen, I come 
On message from her dear departed son ; 
And bring his last request. 

Slave. I'll haste to tell her. 
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Z,ii/i!i. Whrrc is this jnuus slrauger ? 
Hay, generous youth, whose pity leads thee thus 
To seek the weeping mansions of distress ! 
Didst thou behold iu death my hapless son ? 
" Did'st thou receive my Sclim's parting 

breath?" 
Did he remember me ? 

Selim. Most honour'd queen ! 
Thy son — forgive these gushing tears that flow 
To see distress like thine '. 

Za/ih. I thank thy pily ! 
'Tis generous thus to feci for other's woe. 
What of my son ? say, did'si thou see him die '. 

Sttim. By Barbarossa's dread command I 
come 
To tell thee, that these eyes alone beheld 
Thy son expiie. 

" Zoph. O heaven ! — my child ! my child ! 

" Selim. That e'en in death, the pious youtli 
remember 'd 
His royal mother's woes." 

Zafih. " Where, where was 1 1" 
Relentless fate! that I should be denied 
The mournful privilege to see him die ? 
To clasp him in the agony of death. 
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And catch his parting soul ! oh, tell me all, 
All he said and look'd ? deepi in my he^rt 
That I may treasure ev'ry parting word, 
£ach dying whisper of my dear, dear son ! 
Selim. Let not my words offend. What if 
he said, 
Oo, tell my hapless mother, that her tears 
Have stream'd too long : then bid her weep no 

more : 
Bid her forget t}>e husband and the son, 
In Barbarossa's arms ! 

Zafih, O, basely false 1 
Thou art some creeping slave to Barbarossa, 
Sent to suprlze my unsuspecting heart! 
Vile slave, begone I — my son betray me thus ! 
Could he have e*er coi^ceiv'd so base a purpose, 
My griefs for him should end in great disdain ! 
But he was brave, and scorn'd a thought so vile ! 
Wretched Zaphira, how art thou become 
The sport of slaves I— ^' O, griefs incurable !** 
Selim, Yet hope for peace, unhappy queen ! 
thy woes ]. 
May< yet have end. 

TUtfth, Why weep*st thou, crdcodile ? 
Thy treacherous tears are vain. 

Selim, My tears are honest. 
I am not what thou think'st. 
Zafih, Who art thou then ? 
'Selim, Oh, my full heart — 1 am — ^thy friend, 
and Selim 's. 

I come not to insult, but heal thy woes 

Now check thy heart's wild tumult, while I tell 

thee — 
Perhaps—thy son yet lives. 

Zafih, Lives ! O, gracious heaven ! [me. 
Do I not dream ? say, stranger, didst thou tell 
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Sctim y('t lives, and honours all thy \ 
" Xa/i/i. O, generous youth, who 
from what clime 
Comes such exalted virtue, as dares j 
A pause to griefslikemincl— as darei 
And prop the ruin tott linij ( 
Wliirh selfish caution shun; 

" Selim, A friendless youth, self- banished with 
Long his companion in distress and danger : 
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One "Who rever'd thy worth in prosp*rous days : 
And niore reveres thy virtue in distress.*' 

Zaph, O, gentle stranger, mock not my woes, 
But tell tot truly— does my Selim live ? 
Selim. He does, by heaven. 
Zafih^ O, generous heaven! thou at length 
o'crpay*st 
My bitterest pangs, if my dear Selim lives. 
And does he still remember 
His father's wrongs, and mine ? 
SeHm. He bade me tell thee, 
That in his heart indelibly are stamp'd 
His father's wrongs and thine ; that he but waits 
Till awful justice may unsheath her sword, 
** And Inst and murder tremble at her frown !" 
That till the arrival of that happy hour, 
Deep in his soul the hidden fire shall glow, 
And his breast labour with the great reyenge I 
" Za/iA. Eternal bleiisings crown my virtuous 
son r 
I feel my heart revive ! here, peace once more 
Begins to dawn." 

Selim, Much honour'd queen, farewell. 
Zafih. Not yet, not yet; indulge a. mother's 
. Ipve ! 
In thee, the kind companion of his griefs, 
Methinks I^ see my Selim stand before me. 
Depart not yet. A thousand fond requests 
Crowd on my mind. Wishes, and prayers, and 

tears, 
Are all I have to give. O bear him these ! 
Selim, Take comfort theri j for know thy son, 
o'erjoy'd 
To rescue thee, would bleed at ev'ry vein !■ 
Bid her, he said, yet hope we may be blest ! 

D 2 




* 1 — hear mv ilcparting prayer ; 
(k7teeUJ 
O, spdre niy son I" — pvotecl his tntdev years ! 
Be thou his guide through tUngors and distress ! 
Suften the rij^'iurs ofliis cruel exile, 
And lead him to his ihi»iic 1 — " when I am ^iie, 
Bless thou his peaceful reign 1 oh, early bless 

With the sweet pledges of conn\d)ial love ; 
Thai he may wiw his virtue's just reward, 
And tusie the raptures which a. parent's heart 
Reups from a child like him ! nut for myself. 
But my dear so&^accept my parting tears ! 

" Srtim. Now, swelling heart, 

Indultji; the luxury of giii'f 1 flow tears ! 

And rain down transport iu the shape of sorrow 1 

Yes, I have sooth'd her woes; have found her 

And to have given this respite to her pangs, 
O'erpays all paiu and peri! ! — poweiful virtue I 
How infiuile thy joy:-., when ev'n thy griefs 
Arc pleasing 1— thou, superior to the frowns 
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Of fate, canst. pour thy.su»shine o'er the soul 
And brighten woe to. rapture !" 

enter otkman and sadj. > 

( 

Honoured friends ! ^ 
How ^6t% the night ? 

Sadi. Tis well nigh midnight. 
Oth^ What-^in te£^rs, my prince? [phira,^ 
Selim. Butieau-s of ]oy : for I have seen Za- 
And pour'd the balm of peace into her breast : 
Think not these tearsnnnerve me, valiant friends ; 
They have but han]ioniz'd my soul ; «nd wak'd 
All that is maA within me to disdain 
Peril or death.— What tidings from'the city ? 

SadU All, all is ready » Our confederate friends 
Bum with impatience till thehour arrive. 
Selim. What is the sig^nal of th' appointed 
hour ? . [meeting : 

Sadi, The midtiight watch gives signal of our 
And when the second watch of night.i* rung, 
The work of death begins. 

Selim, Speed, speed, ye minutes ! 
Now let the rising whirlwind shake Algiers, 
And justice guide the storm 1 " scarce two hours 

hence 

" Sadi, Scarce more than one. 
'' Selim," Oh as, you love my life, 
I^t youf zeal hasten on the great event : 
The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me here : 
And half suspects the cause. - 

0th, Too daring prince. 
Retire with us ! her fears will sure betray thee ! 
Selim, What 1 leave my helpless mother here 
a- prey 
To cruelty and lust— I'll perish first : 
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That, when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will shrink into a common man ! 
Worthless were he to rule who dares not claim 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more. 
Here shall my station be ; and if I fall, 
O friends, let me have vengeance !-^tell me now, 
^Vhere is the tyrant .' 

Och. Revelling at the banquet. 

Selim. 'Tis good. Now tell me how our pow- 
ers are destin'd ? 

Sari;. Near every port a secret band is posted: 
By these the watchful centinds must perish : 
The rest is easy : for the glutted troops 
Lie drown'd in sleep; the daggers cheapest 

pi-ey. 
Almanzor, with his friends, will circle round 
The avenues of the palace. Othman and I 
Will join our brave confederates, all sworn 
To conquer or to die, and burst the gates 
Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbarossa ! 

" Selim. Oh, how the approach of this great 

Tires all my soul 1 but, valiant friends, I charge 
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Reserve the murderer to my just revenge ; 
IMy poignard claims his Mood." 

Oih. Forgive me, printfe ! [Iren^— 

For^ve my doubts !— think— should the fair 
Seiitn. Thy doubts are vain. I would not 
spare the tyrant, 
Though the sweet maid lay weeping at my feet; 
" Nay, should he fall by any hand but mine, 
By heaven ! I'd think my honour'd father's blood 
Scarce half re veng'd 1" my love indeed is strong! 
But love shall yield to justice ! - 

Sadi. Gallant prince ! 
Bravely resolved ! 

Setim. But is the city quiet? 
fiadi. All, all is hush'd. Throughout the 
empty streets. 
Nor voice, nor sound. Aa if th' inhabitants, 
Like the presaging herds that seek the covert 
£re the loud thunder rolls, had inly felt 
And shunn'd the impending uproar. [too, 

Otk. There is a solemn horror in the night 
That pleases me : a generdt pause through na- 

The winds are hush'd ■ 

Sadi. And as I pass'd the beach, 
Ttie lazy billows scarce could lash the shore : 
No star peeps through the firmament of hea- 
ven?— [len wave, 
Selim. And lo— where eastward, o'er the sul- 
The waning moon, depriv'd of half her orb. 
Rises in blood ; her beam, well-nigh extinct, 

Faintly contends with darkness bell tQih) 

Hark ! what meant that tolling bell ? 

' 0(h. It rings the midnight watch. 
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Nol to destroy, but save i nor let blind zeal. 
Or wanton cruelty e'er turn its edg;e 
On age or innocence ! or bid us strike 
Where the most pityitijj angel in the skies, 
That now looks on us from his blest abode, 
Would wish that we should spare. 

OtA. So may we prosper. 
As mercy shall direct us 1 

Selim. Farewell, friends ! 

Sadi. Intrepid prince, farewell ! 
[exeunt Olhmt. 

Sctim. Now sleep and silence 
Brood o'er the city, — The devoted centinel 
Now takes his lonely stand ; and idly dreams 
Of that to-morrow he shall never see. 
In this dread interval, O busy thought, 
" From outward things" descend into thyself! 
Search deep my heart ! bring with thee awful 



n and Sadi 



And firm resolve ! that in the approaching hour 
Of blood and horror, I may stand unmov'd ; 
Nor fear to strike where justice calls, nor dare 
To strike where she forbids! — " Why hear I 

then 
This dark, insidious dagger !— 'tis the badge 
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Of vile assassins ; of- the coward hand 

'l^hat dares not meet its foe. — Detested thought! 

Yet — as foul lust and murder, though on 

thrones 
Triumphant, still retain their hell-bom quality; 
3o justice, groaning beneath countless wrongs, 
Quits not her spotless and celestial nature.: 
I3ut in the unhallow'd murderer's disguise,, 
Can sanctify this steel ! 

Then be it so :**—- witness, ye powers of heaven, 
That not from you but from the murderer's eye 
I wrap myself in night !-r-to you I stand 
Reveal'd in noon-tide day i^— oh, could I arm 
IMy liand with power! then, like to, you array *d 
In storm and fire, my swift-avenging thunder 
Should blast this tyrant. But since fate denies 
Xhat privilege, I'll seize on what it gives : 
Like the deep^cavem'd earthquake burst be- 
neath him, 
And whelm his throne, his empire, an4 himself. 
In one prodigious^ruin ! [exit 



ACT IV. 

SCBNE I. 

enter irene and aladin. 

Irene, But didst thou tell him, Aladin, my 
fears 
Brook no delay. 

Ala. I did. 

Irene, Why comes he not ! 
Oh, what a dreadful dream !— 'twas surely more 




Kv'n now lliyill-lhirdiV.'ui' suspends lliebaiig«et 
And damps the tenVdl hour. 
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Bar. What fear,what phantom hath i 

thy brain ? [olght; 

Irene. Oh, guard thec from tlie terrors of this 
For terrors hirk unseen ! 

Bar. What terrors ; speak! [ness;" 

" Would'st thou unman me into female weak- 
Say what tiiou dread'st, and why I I have a soul 
To meet the blackest dangers undismay'd, 

Irene. Let not my fathcr'check with stem 
rebuke 
The warning voice of nature. For ev'n row, 
Retir'd to rest, " soon as I clos'd mine eyes," 
A horrid vision rose — methought I saw 
Young Selim rising fiom the silent tomb : 
" Mangled and bloody was his corse : his hair 
Clotted with gore ; his glai'ing eyes on fire !" 
Dreadful he shook a dagger in his hand. 
By some mysterious power he rose in air, 
When lo — at his command this yawning roof 
Was cleft in twaiii, and gave the phanloin en- 
Swift he descended with terrific brow, 
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RushM oil my guardless {lather at the banqneli 
And plitng'd his furiouH c^ag^r in thy breast. 

Bar. Wonkiest thou appal aie by a bruinniick 

vision? {^moni) 

Oct thee to rest.«-^-r*" Sleep but as sound till 

As Selim in his grave shall sleep for «ver. 

And then no hag^gard dreams shall ride thy 

fancy 1" 

Irene. Yet hear me, deareat father 1 

« Bar. To thy couch 1** 
Pfovoke tne not,— — ^ "^ 

** Irene. What shall 1 say to move him ?** 
Mi^rcifttl heaven, Instruct me what to do I 

enter atannr. 

Ban. Whfit mean thy looka^-^why dost thou 
gaze so Wildly ? 

Ala. \ hasted Co inform the^» that ^v'n now. 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalia, 
Breathless with tidings of i^ rumour dark, 
«< Which runs throughout the city»** that young 

Selim 

Is yet aB ve * 

Bar^ May plague^ consume the tongue 
That iHTKteb'd the falsehood !~'ti* not possible ; 
What did he tell thee farther i 

. Ah. More he said not ; 
Save only that the spreiwiii^g rumour wak*d 
A spiilt of revolt. 
Irene. O, gracious father & [ard fears 

Bat. The rumour's false^-^and yet your cow- 
Infest me !"— what I>-^hall I be terrified 
By midnight visions ?«-^ can the troubled brain 
Of sleep outstretch the reason's waking eye V* 
V\l not believe it. 

E 
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Ala, But this gath'ring rum6uyH~.. . 
Think but on that, ray lord ! ^ - 

Bar, Iniei*nal darkness 
Swallow the slave that rais'd It !— ^< yet, I'll do 
What cautioii dictates.***— Hark thee, AladiD— — 
" Slave; hear my will:"— See that the watch be 

doubled; ' 

Find out this stranger,' Achmet ; and forthwith 
Let him be brought bfefore me. 

Irene, O my father i ' ' 

I do conjure thee as thou lov'st thy Jife, 
Retire, and trust thee to thy faithful guard s 
See hot this Aphmet !' ^ "^ 

" Bar. Not see him ?— <ieath and tonrient I — 
Think'st thou, I fear a single arm that's laortal ?" 
Not see him ^r-forthwith'triiigthe slave before 

me.— ^ 
If he prove false-^if hated Selim Uvej . 
I'U heap such vengeance on hinqi- — ^- 

Irene, Mercy ! mercy J ; , 

Bar, Mercy 1 T o whom ? 

Irene. To me : — and to thyself: jftrwe 

To hini-*-to all.-*— *-Thou think'st Ir^ve; yet 
My visions are as ever prophet utter'd, 
When heaven inspires his tongue ! 

Bar, Ne'er did thcf moon-struck madman 
rave with dreanjs", 
More wild than thin^ !-^get thee to rest ; ere yet 
Thy folly wakes my rage.-^Call Achmet hither. 

Ifene, Th}r& prostrate oil my knees ^-^O see 
him not. 
Selim is dead ;— indeed the rumour's false, 
There is no danger near :— or if there be, 
Achmet, is innocent! 
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Bar, OfFj frantic wretch ! [ness 1 

This ideot 4reanx hath turned her brain to mad- 
Hence to thy chamber, till returning reason 
Hath calm'd this tem^st— on thy duty hence ! 
Irene* Yet healf the yoice of caution I— ^ruel 
fate! 
What have I done?— heaven shield my dearest 

father! 
Heaven shield the innocen W-undone Irene ! 
Whatever the event, thy doom is misery. 

Bar, Her words are wrapt in darkness.-— 
Aladin, " [well.^-p- 

Forthwith send Achmet hither.— <* Mark him 
Hia countenance and gesture*'- then with $peed, 
Double the (Sentinels. \!^^ Aladin 

Infernal guilt i - 

How dost thou rise in ev'ry hideous shape. 
Of rage and doubt, suspicion, and despair, 
To rend my soiil ! *^ more wretched far than they 
Mstde wretched by my crimes^ I'*— ^wby did I not 
Repent, while yet my crimes were delible I 
Ere they had struck their colou rs th|X)u gh my soul 
As black as nightor hell !— -*tis now too late ! ' ■ 
** Hence, then, ye. vain repiningi I"— take tne all, 
Unfeeling g^ilt ! O banish, if thou canst, 
This fell remorse, and ev'ry fruitless fear I 
•* Be this my glory^— to be great in evil ! 
To combat my own heart, and, scorning con- 
science. 
Rise to exalted crimes !" 

enter selim. 

Come hither, slave : [seem'st \ 

Hear me, and tremble : art thou what thou 
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Oar. Uosi tliou jmuvc ! by hf II, the aim . 

Cf>nro<indod 1 [irn' 

SfUm. That tlurbaroMa sbuiild MiH|>cct m 
Bar. Take lirwi ! fur, by thi: hov'r'mg pow'' 

orvMipennc*-, 
1 4<> Biul thj!e trear.h'rous I will dnittn (fi> ' 
RtiuiU ^uutt iu liiim»ti ih'i'i " 
*'dJ thou uom'st h'ttfiith 

Of Selira's murderer. Now lull nu- ; . 

not 
That Sellm yet alive ! 

Selim. Selim alive ! 

Bar. Perdition on thee i dost thou echo me! 
Answer me quick, or die 1 (dravit kia. dagger) 

Selim. Yes, freely strike 

Alrea.dy hast thou given the fatal wound, 
And pierc'd my heart with thy unkind suspicjon- 
Oh, could my dagger Jind a tongue to tell 
How deep it drank his blood ! — but since thy 
doubt [strike here— 

Thus wrongs my zeal—behold my breast— 
For bold is innocence 

Bar. I scorn the task. (Jtutt vfi hi* dagger) 
Time shall decide thy doom :— guards, mark 

me well. 
See that ye watch the motions of this slave : 
And if he meditates t' escape your eye, 
Let your good sabres cleave him to the chiae. 

Selim. I yield me to thy will, and when thou 
know'st 
That Selim lives, or seest his hated face, 
Then wreak thy vengeance on me. 
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Bar. Bear him hence , ' 
Yet, on your lives, await me within call . 
I will. have deeper inquisition made; 
" Haply some witness may confront the slave, 
And drag to light his falsehood.'^ 

[exeunt Selim and guards 
Call Zaphira. [exit a slave 

If Selim lives— then what is Barbarossa ? 
My throne'^ a bubble, that but floats in air, 
Till marriage-^ites declare Zaphira mine. 
*' Fpol that I am ! to wait the weak effects 
Of slow pei^uasion, when unbounded power 
Can give me all I wish !--r*lave, hear my will— — 
Fly*— bid the priest prepare the marriage-rites : 
Let incense rise to heaven ; and choral songs 
Attend Zaphira to the nuptial bed." 

' " [exit slave 
I will not brook delay.— By love and vengeance, 
This hour decides her fate ! 

enter ZAFHikA^ 

Well, haughty fair 

Hath reason yet subdu'd thee ? wilt thou hear 
The voice of love ? 

Zafih. Why dost thou vainly urge me ! 
Thou know'st my fix'd resolve. 

Bar. Can ought but frenzy 
Hush on perdition ?' 

Zafih, Therefore shall no power 
E'er make me thine. 

Bar. Nay, sport not with my rage : 
^' Though yon suspected slave affirms him dead. 
Yet rumour whispers that young Selim lives. 

" Zafih. Could I but think him so I my earnest 
prayer 

E 2 
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Tell me thy last resolve. 

Zafi/i. Then hear me, heaven '. 
Hcjr all ye powers that watch o'er innocence I 
Angels of liy;ht ! and thou dear honour'd shade 
Of my departed lord attMid, while hei-e 
I ratil'y with vows my last resolve 1 
" If eVr I wed this tyrant murdci'er," 
If I pollute me with this horrid union, 
" Black as adultery or damn'd incest," 
Mav yo, the ministers of heaven, depart. 
Nor shed your influence on the guilty scene;—- ^ 
May horror blacken all our days and nights ! 
May discord tight the nuptial torch ! and rising 
" From hell, may swaiTning" fiends in triumph 

Around th' accursed bed! 

Bar. Begone, ■■emorse 1 

Guards, do your office ; drag; lirr to the altar 
Heed not her tears or cries. — "What ! dare ye 

douht ? 
Instant obey my bidding;— or, iiy lirll, 
Torment and death shall overtake you all. 

[guards go to seize /.ulihira) 
Zajth. O, spare me ! — heaven protect me ! — 
O my son, 
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Vert thou but here to save thy helpless mo- 
ther I-: — ^ 
Vhat shall I do i — undone, undone Zaphira ! 

tnttr 8BLIM. * ' 

Setim. Who call'd on Achraet.?— did not 
Barbarossa 
Require me here ? 

JSari, Ofiicious slave, retire ! , 
I caird ithee not^ [aid, 

Za/ih: O kind and gen'rous stranger, lend thy 
O rescue me from these impending horrors I 
Heaven will reward thy pity ! 
" Bar, Drag her hence i" 
Selim, Pity her woes, O mighty Barfearossa. 
JBar. Rouze ndt my vengeance, slavt; ! 
Selim, O, hear me^ hear me ! (kneels) ^ 
Bar, Curse, on thy forward zeal I 
Selim, Yet, yet h<£tve mercy, 

( lay a hold of Barbarosm's garment) 
Bar, Presuming slave, begone ! 

{strikes Selim) 
Selim, Nay, then.—;- — die, tyrant. 

("riaeSy and, aims to stdif Barbarossa^ who 
wrests his dagger from, him J 
Bar, Ah, traitor, have I caught thee. 

Hold-— forbear 

(to guards who offer to kill Selim) 
Kill him not yet— I will have greater ven- 
geance— [rack : 
Perfidious wretch, who art thou ? — bring the 
Let that extort the secrets of his heart. 

Selim, Thy impious, threats are lost I I know 
that death 
And torments are my doom.— Yet, ere I die. 
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n\ strike thy aoul with horror.— Off, vile^ ha 
bit!— C*^^ 

<' Let me emerge from this dark cloud l&at Jbides 
And msdLe my setting glprlous I*'— if thou ciar'st. 
Now view me !— hear me, tyrant !— whiter -with 

voice 
More terrible than thunder, 1 proclaim 
That he who aim'd the dagger at thy heart 
Is Selim ! 
Zajih. O heaven 1 my son, my sou ! 

Selim, Unhappy mother I - - 

(rune to embrace h^r) 
' Bar, Tear them asunder. 

(guards aefiarai^ eheiri) 
Selim, Ba;*b"rous ruffians i 
Bar, Slaves, seize the traitc^n 

{they offer to seize him] 
Selim, Off, ye vile slaves { I am yourciung^— ' 
retire, 
And tremble at my frowns J that is the trtdtor; 
That is Uie the murderer, "tyrant ravisher :'* 

seike him, * • 

And do your country right. 

Bar, Ah, coward dogs I 
Start ye at wprdsp— or seize him, or by helJ, 
This dagger ends you all. {they ^et^e Mm). 

« Selim, 'Tis done."' — Dost thou revive, un- 
happy queen ! 
Now arm my soul with patience I 

Zafih, My dear soi^ ! 
Do I then live, once more to see my Selim ? 

But oh — to see thee thus ? \^eefiing') 

Selim, Canst thou behold 
Her speechless agonies, and not relent. 
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** J&ar. At length revenge is mine S^— slaves, 
force her hence. 
This hour shall crown my love. 

•* Za/ih, O merey, mercy V* fconquer'd S 

SeUm. Lo, Barbaros^ai thou at lenp^ hast 

Behold a haptess princefO'erwtiebiiM with woes, 

{knetii) 

Prostrate before thy feet*-rnot for myself, 
I plead !~^yes, plunge the dagger in my 
blpeast! [pWra! 

Tear, tear me piece-meal ! but, O spare Zar 
Yet, yet relent ! force not her matron honour ! 
•* Reptoach not heaven," . 

Bar. Have I then bait thy pride ? ^ 
Why, this is conquest even beyond my hope I— — 
Lie there, thou slave I lie tUl Zaphira's cries 
Arouse thee firom the posture. 

Selim. Dost thou iMult my gtlefs ? u n- 
manly wretch •— — 
Curse on the fi^ar that could betray my linibs. 

My poward limbs, to this dishonest posture ; . 
Long have I scorh'ii, I now defy thy pc>wer. 

Bar. I'll put thy boasted virtue to the trial.— r 
Slaves^ bear him to the rack. / 

Zo/kA. O, spare, my son ! 
Sure filial virtue never was a crime, 
Save but my son I— ^ yield me to thy wi^h !— — 
What do I say—- the marriage vow— O, horror I 
This hour shall make me thin e - 

Selim. What, doom thyself 
^ The guilty partner of a murderer's bed ? 
Whose hands yefreek with thy dear husband's 

blood! 
" To be the mother of destructive tyrants, 
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The curses of mankind. "-^By heaven, I swear, 
The guilty hour that gives thee to the arms 
Of that detested murderer, shall end 
This hated life.— 
)Bar, Or yield thee, or he dies ! ■ 
Zafih. The confiict's past.**-?! will resume my 
greatness ; ; , 

We*n bravely die, a^ we have liv'4,witK honour. 
^ (embmting) 

Selitn, Now, tyrant, pour thy fiercest fUry on 
us:-— . -•'•-,....',. 
Now see, despairing giiilt, that virtue still 
Shall conquer though in ruin. 

Bur, Drag them hence 8 
Her to the altar : SeUm to his fate. 
^ZafiA O, Selim! O, my son I— thy dpom is 
death I 
Would it were mine !^ 
' ^^ Selim. Would I could giv0 It thee ! 
Is tfcere no means to save her t^Mend, ye guards, 
Ye ministers of death, in pity lend > f tion i 
Your swords or some kind .weapon of destruc- 
Sure the most mournful boon that ever son 
Ask'd for' th^ best of mothers I 

*^2:fl^A. Dearest Seliml*': / 

Bar, rii hear no morevr^^luards, bear "them 
to their fate; . (j^uarda seize them) 
Selim, One last embrace I ' -» >- • " 
Farewell, farewell for ever ! 

'guards 'struggle with them) 
Zafih, One moment yet!— pity a mother's 
pangs ! 
O, Selim ! 

Selim. O, my mother 1 

\exeunt Seiim and Zafihira 
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« J5ar. My dearest hope? are, bkstedl-rrwhat i 

is power; " . . - . \ 

If stubborn virtue thus out-soar its flight I 1 

Yet he shall die — and she— — 1i 

V, 
enter aladin. . 

*^ Ala. Heaven guard njy lord ! ^ ! 

^^ Bar. What mejin'st thou, Aladin ? ' ■ } 

^^ Ala. A slave arriv'd, [lurks 

Says that young Selim lives : nay, iiomewhere 
Within these walls* ' ^ - y j 

** J5ar. The lurking traitor's found, , t I 

Convicted and disarm'd.*^— Ev'n new^ he aim'd tK \ 

This dagger at my heart. / . 

" Ala. Audacious traitor I 
The slave says farther that he brings the tidings 
Of dark conspiracy ijow hov' ring o'er us : 
And claims thy private ear. 

" Bar. Of dark conspiracy ? 
Where ?— among whom ? 
^ ^ Ala. The secret friends of Selim, 
Who nightly haunt the city. , 

" JBen' Curse the traitors I . 
Now speed thee, Aladin.— '^end forth our 
spies t [ers, 

Explore their haunts >-^for, by th* infernal pbw- 
I will let loose my rage.^— The furious lion 
Now foams ipdigtiant, scorning tears arid cries. 
Let Selim forthwith die.— Come, mighty ven- 
geance I ' - 
Stir me, cruelty I the rack shall groau 
With new-borft horrors 1. 1 will issue fortly. 
Like midnight pestilence ; my breath shall strew 
The streets with dead ; and havoc stalk in gore. 
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^^^H Hcncf, pUy lVi'^1 the tn'ilky ihuui;lil ofj^^^ 
^^^H Mbe li of bloodirr hae." ^^^H 

Bor. Is the watch doubltd ' :iii.' the i^atcs «- 
cur'd 
Against surprize ? 

jita. They are, and mock th* attempt 
Of force or treachery. 

Bar. This whisper'd nimour 
Of dark conspiracy, " on further inquest," 
Seems but a false alarm. Our spies, sent out, 
" And now retum'd from search," affirm that 

sleep \ 

Has wrapp'd the city. 

jiia. But while Selim lives, 
Destruction lurks within the palace walls; 
" Nor bars, nor centinels can give us safety." 

Bar. Right, Aladin. His hour of fate tp- 
p roaches. 
How goes the night ? 

jlla. The second watch is near, [tor dies. 

Bar. 'Tis well ! — whene'er it rings, the trai- 
So hath my will ordain'd. — I'll seize the occa- 

While I may fairly plead my life's defence. 
" Jla. True : for he aim'd his dagger at thy 
heart. 




r 



ActV] BARBAROSSA. 61 

^^ Bar. He didr Hence justice, uncompeird, 
shall seem 
To lend her sword and do ambition's work. 
*'^Ala, His bold resolves have steerdZaphira's 
breast 
Against thy love : thence he deserves' to die. 
" Bar, And death's his dopm.*'— Yet first the 
rack shall rend- ' 
Each secret from his heart ; " unless he give 
Zaphira to my arms, by marriage-vows, 
With full consent ; ere yet the second watch 
Toll for his iieath.r—Curse on the woman's ^v 

weakness ! [Othman : ! " , 

I yet would win her love!" haste, seek out \ \ 

Go, tell him that destruction, and the sword, \ 

Hang o'er young Selim's head, if Swift co^pU- \ 

ancei 
Plead jiot his pardon. [jexU Aladi^ 

Stubborn fortitude I * 
Had he not interposed, success had crown'd 
^ My love, now hopeless.-— Then let vengeance 

seize him^ 

en/er IRENE. 

Irene, O, night of horrors ! — hear me, hon- 
our'd father ! 
If e'et' Irene's peace was dear to thee, 
Now hear me I 

^af. Impious ! dar'st thou disobey ? 
Did not my sacred will ordain thee hence ? 
Get thee to rest ; for deltth is stirring here. 

IreAe. O, fatal words ! by ev'ry sacred tie, 
Recal the dire decree.-*- / 

Bar, What would'st thou say ? 
Whom plead for ? 

F 
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Should hazard life for thee ?— oh, think on th»t;| 
Tlie noble mind hates not a virtuous foe : I 
His gen'rous purpose was to save a raotherl 

£cr. Damn'd was his purpose : and accurs 

art thou. 

Whose perfidy would save the dark assassin, 

Who sought thy father's life ! — hence, from p| 

sight. [SeliD) 

Irene, Oh, never, till thy mercy spare mi 

Bar. Thy Seliin > thine >. 

Irene. Thou know'st— -by gratitude 
lie's mine.— Had not his generous banti ff 

deemed me, 
What then had been Irene ? oh I 

" Bar. Faithless wretch ! 
Unhappy father ! whose perfidious child 
Leagues with his deadliest foe : and guides tht 
dagger [hood! 

Ev'n to his heart 1 — perdition catch thy fa'sf 
And is it thus a thankless child repays me 
l^or all the guilt in wfiich I plung'd my soul 
To raise her to a throne ! 

" Irene. O, spare these words, 
Moi-e keen than dagfjers lo my bleetling heart! 
Let me not live suspected !— -dearest father 1 — ' 



Z 




ActV] iARBAROSSA. 63 

Behold my breast i write thy suspicions here : 
Write them in blood j** but spare the gen'rous 

youth 
Who sav*d me from, dishonour I 

Bar, By the powers 
Of g^reat revenge, thy fond entreaties seal 
His instant death. ' la him I'll punish thee. • ■ 
Away !. 

Irene. Yet hear me ! ere pay^ortur*d soul 
Rush on some deed of horror ! % 

Bar. ** Seize her, guards,"-— _ 
Convey the frantic ideot from my presence : 
See that she do no violence on herself. 

Irene. Q, Selim !' generous youth ! how have 
my fears _ " fme I. 

Betray'd thee to destruction I slaves, unhand 
Think ye, I'll live to bear these pangs of g^ef^ 
These horrors that oppress my tortur'd soid ? — 
Inhuman father ! — generous injur'd prince I— - 
Methinks I see thee, stretched upon tht rack, 
^ Hear thy expiring groans :-r-JO, horror, horror I 
What shall I do to save him : -^vain, alas ! 
Vain are my tears and prayers—- at least I'll die. 
Death shall unite us yet. 

^exit Irene and guarjda 

Bar, O torment^ tofment ! '^ 
Ev'n in the midst of power !—— the vilest slave- 
More happy far than 1 1 — the very child. 
Whom my love cherish'd from her infant years,^ 
Conspires to blast ray peace I — O, false ambi- 
tion, [lur'd me I 
" Thou lying piiantom !" whither hast thou 
Ev'n to this giddy height ; where now I stand, 
Forsaken, comfortless, with not a friend 
In whom my soul can trust ] 
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friend j 

And as they pass'd, Othtnan, in whispers, said, 
Now farewell, bloody tyrant. 

Bar, Slave, thou liest. 
He did not dare to say it ; or, if he did, ' 

" Pernicious slave," why dost thou wound my : 

By the foul repetition ? — " gracious powers, | 
Let me be calm ! — O, my distracted soul ! 
How am I rent in pieces 1— Othman fled 1 
Why then may all hell's curses follow him !" ' 
What's to be done r some mischief lurks unseen. 
^la. Prevent it then— "i 

Bar. By Selim's instant death — I 

" jila. Ay, doubtless. I 

" Bar." Is the rack prepar'd ? 
jila. 'Tia ready. [cliains. , 

Along the ground he lies o'erwhclm d wiih , 
The ministers of death stand round, and wait I 
Thy last command. ■ 

Bar. Once more I'll try to bend [himr 

His stubborn soul.' — Conduct me forthwith to 
And if he now refuse my proffer'd kindness, i 
Destruction swallows him I lexeunt 
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SCBME n — SELIM ditcoTiered in chains, 
ert, officer, Wc. and rack. 

Selim. I pray you, friends, 
When I am dead, let not indignUy 
Insult these poor remains ; see them interr'd 
Close by my father's tomb ! I ask no more. 

Officer. They shall. 

Selim. How goes the night ? Tis near. 

Officer. Thy hour of fate, the second watch, 

Selim. Let it come on; I am prepar'd. 
enter barbarossa, and^ariJJi. 

Bar. So— raise him from the ground. 

(^hey raise Aim) 
Perfidious boy ! behold the just rewards 
Of guilt and treachery 1 didst thou not give 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I should behold 
. Selira's detested face ? - 

Selim. Then fake il, tyrant. [heart! 

Bar. Didst thou not aim a dagger at my 

Selim. I did. 

Bar. Yet heaven defeated thy intent, 
And sav'd me from the dagger. 

Selim. 'Tis not our's [deed 

To question heaven. Th' intent and not the 
Is in our power; and therefore who dares greatly 
Does greatly. 

Bar. Yet bethink thee, stubborn boy, 
What horrors now surround thee. 

Selim. Think'st thou, tyrant, 

I came so ill prepar'd ?— " thy rage is weak, 

Thy torments powerless o'er the steady inind :'■ 

Hewhq can bravely dare, can bravely sulicr. 

F 2 
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die, 

The traitor Othmai 
Lurks in the womb of iiight, and threatens ruin. 
Spare not the rack, nor cease, till it extort 
The lurking treason ; ■' and this murd'rer call 
On death, to end his woes." [^exit 

Selim. Come on then. ('Aey bind him') 
Begin the work, of death — " what ! bound with 

Like a vile criminal 1" — O, valiant friends, 
When will ye give me vengeance I 



Irene. Stop — O, stop ! 
Hold your accursed hands ! — on me, on me, 
Pour all your torments ji^how shall I approach 
thee. 
Selim. These are thy father's gifts !— yet thou 
art guiltless ; 
Then let me take thee to my heait, thou hcst 
Most amiable of women ! 



1 I 



\ 



/VctV] ^ARBAROSSA. 67 

Irene, Rather curse me, 
As t}ie betrayer of thy virtue. 

Selim. Ah I 

Irene. TwaS I<— my fearq, my frantic fears 
betray'd thee ! i 

Xhus falling at thy feet, may I but hope 
For pard6n ere 1 die I 

Selim, Hence to thy father ! 

Irene. Never, O never I— crawling in the dust, 
I'll clasp thy Teet, ajid bathe them with my tears ! 
Tread me to earth ! I never will complain ; 
But my last breath shall bles^ thee ! 

Selivti Lov'd Irene, 
What hath my fury done ? * 

<* Irene. Indeed, 'twas hard ! 
But I was bom to sorrow. 

** Selim. Melt me not. 
1 cannot bear ttiy tears ;— -they quite unman me ! 
Forgive the transports of my rage. 

*' Irene. Alas, [fears 

The guUt is mine : canst thou forgive those 
' That first awak'd suspicion in my father ! 
Those fears that have undone thee !—• heaven is 

witness, 
They meant not ill to thee. 

" Selim. None, none, Irene ! 
No ; twas the genc^rous voice of filial love : 
That, only, prompted thee to save a father. 
Yes ; from my inmost soul I do approve 
That virtue which destroys me," 

Irene, Canst thou, then, 
Forgive and pity me ? 

Setim. I do, — I do. 

Irene. On my knees, 
Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd prince I 
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to pi-oloti^p a life of woe. 
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e the cruel wrong, 

{embracing) 
Ati<l mingk' rapture with the pains of death. 
Officer. No moi-c. Prcpaif the rack. 
Irene. Stank off, ye fit'iids I [p^''* " s. 

Here will I cling. No power on earth shall 
Till 1 have sav'd my Selim ! (a t/ioui) 

Officer. Hark, what noise 
Strikes on mine ear ? 

Se/im. Again, (o s/ioiii) \ 

jilu. Arm, arm ! treachery and murder! 

(witkoui) I 

(exccutionera go to seize Selim) 

Sclim. GIT, slaves I—or I will turn my chains 

to arms, [a sound 

And dash you piece-meal !— " for I have heard 

Which lifts my low'ring soul to Atlas' heighl. 

That I could prop the skies '." 

Alit. Where is the kiiijj ? 
The foe pours in. " The palace gates are burst : 
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The centincls are murder'd— save the king 1 
They seek hhn through the palace." 

Officer. Death abd mm! 
Follow me, slaves, and save him. 

\yxit offittr and executioner 

Selim, Now, bloody tyrant ! now, thy hour is 

come I ][0 my fears ! 

*^ Iridic, Whatmeans yon maddening tumult ! 

*' Selim** Vengeance at length hath pierc'd 

these guilty walls, 

AM walks her deadly rouiid. 

Irene, Whom dost thou mean ! m,y father ? 
Selim, " Yes :" thy fatJier, who murder'd 

mine ! ' ^ 

Irene, Is there no room for mercy? . 
O, Selim, by our love !*- 

Selim, Thy tears are vain I 
Vain were thy eloquence, though thou didst 

plead 
"With an archangel's tongue ! 
Irene, Spare but his Ine ! 
Selim, Heaven knows* I pity thee. But he 
must bleed; * 
Though nsy own life-blood, nay, though thine, 

more dear. 
Should issue at the wound ! 
Irene. Must he then die ? 
Let me but see my father ere he perish ! 
Let me but pay my parting duty to him I 

fclaah of aworda) 
Hai'k ! 'twas the clash «f swords I heaven save 

my father ! 
O cruel, cruel Selim ! [ exit 

Selim. Curse on this servile chain that binds 
me fast 
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Taki' that : 1 need not tiid ilife use h nobly. 

{giving him a awontj 
Selim. Now, Barbarossa, let my arm meet 

'Tis all I ask of heaven. [^ejeit 

0th. Guard ye the princfr— Cfiart go off) 
Pursue his steps. Now this way let us turn, 
And seek the tyrant. [eieunr Othmaity i^e. 

SCENE III — changes to the open flalace. 



Bar. Empire is lost, and life : yet brave re- 
Shall close my life in glory. [venge 



Have I found thee. 
Dissembling traitor ? — die !— 
" Oih. Long hath my wish, 
Pent in my struggling breast, been robb'd of 

utterance. 
Now valourscoras the mask : I dare thee, tyrant! 
And armed with justice, thus would meet thy 

rage. 
Though thy right hand grasped the pointed 

thunder ! 
Now, heaven decide between us ! (i^eyjight)i 
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^ Bar. Coward I 

« 0th. Tyrant ! 

*' Bar, Traitor ! 

*^ 0th, Infemtil fiend, thy words are fraught 
with falsehood : 
To combat crimfes like thine by force or wiles, 
Is equal glory. (Barbarb^a falls) 

^' Bar.^ I faint, I die I O horror l*^* 

enter s^lim ond sabi. 

Selim, The ioe gives way : sure this way went 
the storm. 
Where is the tyger fled ?— -what do I see? 
. iSa(/z. Algiers is free!* 

Oth. This sabre did the deed. 

Selim I envy thee the blow 1— ^< yet" i^alo^r 
To wound the fallen : but if life remain, [ficoms 
I will speak daggers to his guilty soul. 
Hoa, Barb^rossa, tyrant, murderer! 
*Tis Selim, Selhn calls thee I 

Bar. Off, ye fiends ! ^ 
Torment me not !-?*43, Selim, art thou there ? 
Swallow me, earth ! " bury me deep,. ye moun- 
tains!. ' ^ 
Accursed be the day that gave me birth!" 
Oh, that I ne'er had wronged thee! 

Selitn, Dost thou then 
Kepent thee of thy crimes !•— 'he does, he does ! 
He grasps my hand ! see the repentant tear 
Starts from his ,ey&— dost thou indeed repent ? 
Why then I do forgive thee : " from my soul 
I freely do forgive thee !"— and if crimes 
Abhorred as thine dare plead to heaven for mer- 
May heaven have mercy on thee. [cy. 

Bar, Generous Selim ! 
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p nimu = 

Iragycclt 
A spectacle of horror. 

" Selim. Curb thy zeal. 
Let us be brave, not cruel : nor disgrace 
Valour by barbarous and inhuman deeds. 
Black was his guilt : and he hath paid his life, 
The forfeit of his crimes. Then sheath the 

sword : 
Let vengeance die ; justice is satisfied !" 



Za/i/i. What i 
" rl ti 



I these horrors ? — where- 



My trembling steps, I find some dying wretch, 
Wt'lt'ring in gore !— and dost thou live, my Se- 

Se/im. Lo, there he lies 1 [lira ? 

Za/iA, The bloody tyrant slain ! 
O, righteous heaven ! 

Se/iiii. Behold thy valiant friends, 
Whose faith and courage have o'erwhelmed the 

power 
Of Barbaitissa. Here, once more, thy virtues 
Shall dignify the throne and bless Ihy people. 

Zafih. Just are thy ways, O heaven ! — vain 
terrors hence ; 
Once more Zaphira's blest '. — my viiluous son, 
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How shall I e'er repay thy boundless love ? 
Thus let me snatch thee to my longing armsy 
And on thy bosom weep my griefs away. 
^lim, Oj happy hour I happy beyond ^^ the 
flight" . 
Ev*n " of my ardent" hope 1— look down, blest 

^ shade^ 
Trom the bright realms of bliss !•— behold thy 

queen / 

Unspotted, unseduced, unmoved in virtue. 
Behold the tyrant prostrate at my feet ! . 
And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding wrongs^ 
Accept this sacrifice. 

Za/ih, My generous Selim ! 
' Selim, Whei^ is Irene t 
Sadi, With looks of wildness, and distracted 
mien, 
She sought her father where the tumult raged ; 
She passed me> while the coward Aladin 
Fled from my sword ; and, as I cleft him down. 
She. fainted at the sight. 

tith. But soon recovered: 
Zamor, our trusty friend^ at my command, 
Conveyed the weeping fair one to her chamber. 
Selim. Thanks to thy generous care >— come 
let us seek 
The afflicted maid. 

Zafih. Her virtues might atone 
For all her father's guilt z— thy throne be hers ; 
She merits all thy love. 

Selim, Thien haste and find her.— O'er her fa- 
ther's crimes 
Pity shall draw her veil; "nay half absolve 

them," 
When she beholds the virtues of his child !— • 

G 
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EPILOGHJE. 



1 ^ . • 

Writitn hy.DAriD CARftJcK^esq.^d $p6ktnhy 
Mr. WooDWARDy in the character cf a Jin^ 
gentlemiOLn, " . ^ 

enHt^peahipg to the people mthouti. . 

Vshm I— dimwi "your epilogue-*ftiid hold your 

tongue— j- 

SHall we of rank be told wbat*a right or wron^ f 
Had you ten epilogues you should not speaf em. 
Though he had wnt enTall in linguam greecam. 
VU d(?t, by all the gods I— (you must excuse nae^ 
Though author, actors* audience, all abuse mei 
BehoM a gentleman !— and that's enough J _ 
Laugh if you please— I'll take a pinch of snuff! 
I come to tell you- (let it not surprise you) 
That I'm a>wit— and worthy ta advise you. — 
How oould you suffer that same county booby. 
That prologue-speaking^ savagcj^-that great loohy. 
To tafit W^B nonsense ?— give me leave to say 
•Twas low— damn*d low !— but save the fellow's play— 
l,et the poor devil eat, — allow him that. 
And ^ve a meal to measterv mon, and cat ; 
But why attach the fashioUr? — senseless rogue 1 
We have no j<^s but what result from vogue : 
The mode shoi^ all control— nay, ev'ry passion. 
Sense, appetite, and sdl, give way to fashion ; 
I hate as much as he a turtle-feast, . 
But. till the present turtle rage has ceas'd, 
I'd ride a hundred miles to make myself a beast. 
I have no ears— yet operas I adore ! 
Always prepar'd to die — ^to sleep — no more ! 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their dress, 
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all raff'H up like good qneen Best • 


■J1].j lire. for« 


oth, too imioli expos'd uml free — 
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In ii« reflectio 


breeds a sol>er sadness. 


Which ilwiys 


ends in politics or madness : 


1 therefore no* 


If propose — by your command, ■ 


I That tragedies 


no more shall cloud this landi 


Send o'er you 


SbakspeircE to the sons of Franwi, 


Let them groii 


gjave— let us begin to dance ! 


Banish your gl 


aomy scenes to foreign climes, 


Reserve alone 


to bless these golden times, ; ■ 


A farce or two 
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